Introduction
It was in the year 1923 that I was requested by my friend and teacher, Dr. Hem Chandra Sarkar, M.A. the recently deceased illustrious President of the Sadharan Brahmo Samaj, Calcutta, to accompany him to the house of Sir Annapu Parasuram Patro the then Minister of Education to the Government of Madras, in connection with the late Pandit Shivanath Shastri Memorial Fund. It was in Sir Annapu Patro's house, Pantheon Road, Madras, that I had the honour and privilege of meeting the late Dewan Bahadur Shri Rambadraiah Naidu Garu, the Zamindar of Doddappanaikanur. I knew that he was a pro- found mystic and a very well-read student of Tamil literature. While Dr. Sarkar was talking with Sir Annapu Patro I spent a few moments with the Zamindar. The little time we had was not sufficient to discuss the great social and religious problems. So we had to adjourn our talk until some other time. But, it was not till 1927 that I met him again. This time our meeting was in Kodaikanal, one of the best hill stations where some of us spend our summer months.
I went to Kodaikanal straight from a big Socio-Religious Political Conference in Maya^- varam, Tanjore District, where I was sent as the President of the South Indian Social Service League, Anti-Untouchability League, N.B. Youth League and other Philanthropical Institutions, Madras, to put forward the views of the South Indian Social and Religious Reform advocates. After the Conference was over some of us had a very unpleasant time in Mayavaram in connection with the Temple Entry problem. I am a Radical Social and Religious Reform advocate. Some of my friends attempted to take four or five members of the so-called Depressed Class Community to one of the big temples there. They were not allowed to enter. I was unable to do anything. I was boycotted by the Orthodox Hindus who said that I was a Christian, and I was boycotted by the Orthodox Christians, who said that I was a Hindu. All this made me angry. I was burning with rage and fury. And when I met the Rajah of Doddappanaikanur, I poured out all my radical socio-religious reform vehemence. I started the discussion. My starting point was that we needed a New Religion to make us bestir ourselves in the cause of our land and people. He said that he did not understand me. I reiterated with wounded vehemence that we needed a New Religion. He asked me, "Why?" I laughed, as self-conceited, modern educated young Indians do, and said, "Because, we are groping in the blinding-darkness of ignorance and superstition." He did not lose patience. In an extremely gentle